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tion. But of all these eleven children it was only Sir
William who perpetuated the succession, the others either
dying young or without issue. There could hardly, how-
ever, have been a more brilliant parentage at that period
than Sir William Eden and his wife Sybil Frances Grey.
The one was handsome—a Sargent portrait come to life—
and wealthy; a sportsman, an artist, and, above all an
extraordinary character to whom mediocrity alike in life
and art was impossible. Lady Eden came of the great
House of Grey, and was accounted one of the most beauti-
ful women of her time. It all sounds a little like a quota-
tion from Delina Delaney, and it is difficult to resist the
feeling that the Eden family is the finest creation of Miss
Amanda Ross.
There was no lack of hereditary endowment here. There
was, rather, too generous a provision; and it seems probable
that Sir William's very superfluity of gifts and variety of
character were a little overwhelming to the children who
were bewildered by the sudden alternations of hurricane
and halcyon weather that even Sir William's adult friends
found trying. Although bequeathing some of his brilliance
and, undoubtedly, much of his inflexible conservatism, he
was in himself passionate, wilful, obstinate, erratic, and of
a sensibility of eye and ear that bordered on the eccentric.
The sight of red flowers in a garden, the yelping of a dog,
the smell of whisky or tobacco were excruciatingly painful
to him as were the voices of children; and he often ex-
presses in his letters sentiments quite Herodian in their
ferocity.
* For children/ says Sir Timothy, * he had not the same
unqualified admiration [as for flowers]. Children and
dogs, who were generally associated in his mind, upset him
with their idiosyncrasies, their barking, and whistling and
merriment. " A dog is barking," he writes, " and everyone
is whistling in the streets.*' That was his idea of hell. And
again, " I painted amidst shrieking children, glorying in

